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THE HAUNTS OF DEVIL'S LAKE 



nd Other utranyr and exciting MtoriiH 



MEDICAL RESEARCH DISCOVERS TREATMENT FOR 

s>aaas>aa 

Acne, Blackheads, and 

other externally caused Skin Blemishes 

DON'T LET UGLY PIMPLES 
BLEMISH YOUR PERSONALITY 
RUIN YOUR CONFIDENCE 
OR SPOIL YOUR TALENTS I 

DO YOU feel your skin is 
ing back your chance 
popularity ... for success? Are you 
afraid people whom you'd like to 
know will reject you? Thousands of 
people who felc ihe same as you— 
now have clear attractive complex- 
ions. They've regained their poise 
and confidence. You can benefit 
from rheir experience! 




from adolescence ..._ 
through adulthood. Adolescents often 
carry these scars throughout their life. 
Many never get over ihe "feeling of em- 
barrassment" and are always conscious of 
their appearance and complexion. Per- 
sistent rases of "bud skin" sometimes con- 
tinue on through nilulihood. In 
of life, the rcsponiibilitiee of earning a 
living and meeting people are essential if 
vou are to climb the ladder of success in 
'Our job. It is doubly important to give 
'our skin problems immrdiult cart. Phy- 

{ your skin to 

irol than' NOW! 1 *" 

Laboratory analysis i 
■copes gives us the scientific I 
iog those unsightly pimples. 
■ 1 tbowyourski 



glands and the tiny tubes of the sebaceous 



NOW YOO CAN GET THE SCOPE 
J WAY "COVER-UP" ACTION AND 

MEDICATED SKIN TREATMENT 
IMMEDIATELY WITHOUT DELAY' 



Orchard Strei 
sure to print clearly. By return mail we 
will ihip the Scope treatment to you in a 
plain package. When postman delivers the 
package, pay only Sl.og plm p. 
send 3Z.O0 now and we 
matter which way you order, you have a 1 
DOUBLE REFUND GUARANTEE. 
Don't delay, send for the Scope Medicated 
Skin treatment with its special "cover-up- 
action . . . today! Sorry no Canadian or 
foreign GOD/S. 
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f I'Vg "TIPPED OVER \ 
I THE BO*Tf i-OHkh/J 








^g 




wStr^^Bf^^^^ 






ililvLa 


yp? 


'-■^1 



AS J SANK. QA2F0 FROM THE WEAO- 

eiow, f/vro the CM-w/vry-coio 

OEPTHS OF OeviLS LAKE . 1 SAW, 

half terrified, half wonoerins, 
That the creature i had hooheq, 
once more hao become a 

GOROEVas INDIAN GIRL ... 




HEART l^VUNOINS, WITH A OREAM-LIKE LACK Op 
RESISTANCE. J OBSCENoeO WITH THE PRINCESS 
INTO GKOSTi.1- LIGHT EO CATACOMBS BENEATH 
7HC IAKS BOTTOM ._ 




BEFORE I COlXO PONOER NOW THE PRfNCESS KNEW 
MY NAME. THE WARRIORS REACHED US ANO RlNQEO 
ARQUNO. THEN. AGHAST, STRUCK BY A HORROR 
THAT CHIUtO Ml rCKT AAAAM3W. X SAWtMACT.^ 

1HE1. -THEVKE HOI INOlANS.' NOT ANY KINO Or 1 
LIVING PERSONS/ THEY ARCTWS UNQEAB' 
MMM 




I SWUNG THE MURDEROUS OLOVtEAPON IN A DEAOVf 
BLOW AT THE INHUMAN LEERING CREATURE 
BEFORE MM. ONLY 70 SEE THAT... 



IT— IT CAN'T Be .'THE 
BLADE CLEAVED RIG 
THROUGH HIS HEAD-- 
"'CT HE I" 

NWURT' 



SEE, PRINCESS' 
HAS QONE MAD 
VMITH FEAR- I 
AND RAGE ' 




A FEW MOMENTS LATER.. WEAK AN O EXHAUSTED \AT THE SAMS TIME X REMEMBERED THE SKULL. 
1 6¥ Mi FUTILE ATTEMPT TO DESTROY THESE 



FIENOtSH LIVtHG-OEAO, X NOTICED THAT THE 
AV.E-Bi.ADE HAO CUT MY HANO . X WAS 
ABRUPTLY REMINDED OF THE STRANGE 
DUNGEQM SCENE WITH THE PRINGCSS... 





1 SElZ 



\ ST RONS- 
y/cOURAQEOUS- 
FIGWT HER. 
HYPNOTIC 
SPELL | 



// 





NOTHING BUT BRTrne BONES AND DUST.NOW-- ALL. 
OF THEM' KILLING THE PRINCESS BROKE THE WHOLE 
EVIL SPELL..' NOW THEV'VB GONE 1NTOTHEVALE _ " 
OF DEATH THEY SO OWBAOEO .' I'D BETTER. 
GET OtTT OF THIS FeARFUL PLACE / 




\TUE NEXT FEW MOMENTS MM aLURftBO IN Mf 
\ MEMORY. AS X LEFT THE TERROR- FILLED CAT*. 
| CO/UBS, AND WITH BURST1N3 LUNGS FOUGHT TO 
] THE SURFACE OF THE LAKE, TO FIND... 

\ WHERE UILl HE L.UWE P" 
J FROM ALLOFASUDDEN1 
'WE'Ve SEARCHED THK 
LAKE FOR. HOURS 
WITH OUT A TRACK 
HIM. AND NOW., 




THINS HAPPENED TO 
YOU/ YOU ACT 'SO 
STRANGE.' WHY 
DON'T YOU TEU- 

US, JORDAN 1 




Of Al 
t> *! Mritair publllh*d 



■*M«M«tfS55afflB«»ww 



U«L* 






Codomubui (or onobar i. 1 
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Swore to »Bd luik-nuj bttw* b 



a. a. mm 

t aifnuiua' o't puDli ii ir. ')' ' ' 



SCM1E*VW5ffff It THE FORESTS OF AUSTRIA, THERE IS A HVNTIN& 
LOOBE WHERE A TERRIBLE 7RAGCQY TOOK PLACE IN THC YMA 
197?. AN ARCHOUKE HAO BEBN HILLED BY A RIFLE SHOT. IT 

was declared to have been ACCIDENTAL. BUT IN 
1329. oh the fiftieth anniversary of the ivcloznt, 
a yowvg american. richard (.owchv, hao 
a strahge experience. .. 




ONE MORE SIMPLE SURGICAL STEP--TO TRANSFER ™ 
LtCOUNT'S FIN5ERTIP3 TO MT OWN/ THIN, TOMORROW 
M0RNIN8, WHEN Lt COUNT IS DUE TO LEAVE THIS FOX- 
PRISON, HIS SENTENCE FINISHED, NO ONE WILL KNOW 

THAT IT 15 I , JACQUES DUVAL, TAKING Hjg PLACE / 




DETERMINED TO MAINTAIN LtCOUNTS IDENTITY FOR AWHILE TO 
K SAFE, OUWU. WENT DIRECTLY TO THE DEAD MAN'S HOME 
AOOmtS ON TM 0UT3XMT8 Of WC . . , 

f l WISH I MAD LEARNED MORE ABOUT |_t COUNTS BACKGROUND. 
SOMETHING'S WRONG/ THIS CAN'T BE WHERE THE FOOL m 
LIVED-- LN AN OLD MAUSOLEUM IN AN ABANDONED^ 
CEMETERY/ AND WHO AM THOSE MEN ? 



MONSIEUR Lt COUNT, HOW OOOD TO HAVE YOU 
BACK/ WE HEARD YOU WERE RELEASED TODAY. . 
WE WANTED TO BE THE FIRST TO PLACE ORDERS | 
FOR SOME" OF YOUR MIRACULOUS CREATIONS/ 




THE COURSE OF THE CONVERSATION SOON IN- 
FORMED DUVAL THAT THE HAH HE WAS IMFfRSON- 
Anm,L'COONT, HAD BEEN A FASHIONER OF WAX 

cionmm pommies fob, department s tores 

AH, I SEE YOU KEPT SOME OF THE OLD MODELS 
WE ONCE USD. THEY ARE AS BEAUTIFUL AS 
EVER, 




M A GENIUS, OF COURSE f H 
HA/ NOW, IF YOU GENTLEMEN 

. LEAVE ME TO GET SOME 
REST, I WILL STOP AT YOUR 
STORE TOMORROW, TO DISCUSS 
TERMS FOR AN EXCLUSIVE 
CONTRACT FOR MY CREATIONS. 




' WHAT'S THIS? IT-IT WASN'T A DUMMY, BUT I 
MERELY A CORPSE CLEVERLY COATED WITH 
WAX/ AND THE HIDEOUS THINS IS h 




r ALL OF THEM ARE CORPSES I THIS IS THE SECRET OF 

LfCOUNTS "GENUS"/ HE MUST'VE BEEN MAD / A MURDERER W 
COVERED UP HIS CRIMES THIS WAY AND AT THE SAME TIME 
MADE A FORTUNE BY TURNING THEM INTO EXTREMELY REAIJS-J 
TIC-LOOKING CLOTHING STORE DUMMIES I j 




AND YOU, LtCOUNT, WILL REMAIN HERE THROUGH 
ALL ETERNITY, SEALED BY ECTOPLASM INTOTt€ 
WALLS OF YOUR CURSED MAUSOLEUM, YOUI 
STUDIO OF HORRORf NO ONE WILL EVER B 
TO HELP YOU, NOR FREE YOU 




ONE 9 C TWF GQZAJ*5TI>ifi>°eTWE<}S0e EUWE HW •« 

NAMED *«WE (A*tFK . T tV<5 S*'D "P MSMQMO *"S Pt/PveTS 

SO SKHJJtMJ*. that TOW Sfbveo ufe-uxe rue 

FOilOWMS ACCOUNT WI.S BECVBOED &f A WOOO 
C*«VFR WHO WAS UlAifffS ASSISTANT... 




euBseo BE THE CWW J EVK I 
LAID EYES ON THIS' BUT I'LL J 
CWAT H/iM fET.' YES-- ITS 
8CTTBHTO EMOiW 
THAN TO YIELD TO--TO-- 

THAT OTHER THING.' 



\& 



'GREEO-THV NAME MEANS BOOM', THt ANCIENT 
POVYCRBS SAY NOR OO THEY LIE.' WALTER ARADO 
WAS A YOUNG. SHIFTLESS NE'ER-DO-WELL WHO OWNEO 
A SMAIL HOMESTEAD BiTHERNER. AS 8ARRSN AND 
WORTHLESS AS HIMSELP. HE 1EARNEO FOR WEALTH 
AND POWER. . NOT CARING WHETHER. IT WOUi.0 CRUSH 
AND oeSTWOy COUNTLESS INNOCENTS- THEM ONC 
HHSHT, DESTINY MADE HIS DREAM. COME TRUE, 
BRINGING WITH IT A MONSTROUS EVIL HE COUCO 
NOT ESCAPE -• AN EVL THAT WAS TO CLAIM HIS 
SOUL FOR. "THE JEWEL OF DEATH!' 




UOM.'Mf'S FINISHED' WE 

this flaw1n6 up ncaa 
wkt. it-it* a blooc 
i^RfO STONe .' ^ 


1.' WHAT'S 
THE LEOGC 1 


gsa^gBoy^S! 
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WALieU PPAOO REACHSO FO* tTm A G<- 
GAKTIC RVBV AS BIB AS H>$ FIST. LtlNG 
ON THE PAVEMEKT. A STCANGff SlOW 
WAS CQMItiG FOOM H— A SLOT/THAT 
HAD 8£0tM AT THE AAOMEffT OF 
THE SPLASH.' 



7WE OLD LOON MUST H 
DROPPEO IT WHEN HE WEMT 
OVERBOARD.' THIS LOOKS j 
REAL-- 

INE NOW ' 



qwckh suwino it ikto mt onrrt 

POCXET.THt 0««ICT-«»A«* 
STUMBLtO TWA8DS A SAOKEN- 
OOW* SHACK OH HIS *T 0* •**• 

a^GTO pttOPcary, amo a«Cw«at» 

(_*Tf*. « TW« PLKKtRwa OAnOLM 
U9HT 0^ MIS MOM... 




SCN1C. I WANT \ 1 OBr/--FCRfOU WAVE 
WEALTH-- SWAT 1 CHOSBN -/OUR. oesTlwr.'i 
WEALTH? TW AT L. HAf HA! ,"*' 

iVff FIRST , 
WISH .' 



0A1S LATER, WAITCR P*A0O WALKtO 1*70 AH ***** 
OFFICE IN A LARGE Cirf, CtifTCUINO A BA» O**. 
FlOfttNQ Y<rtUBlT3QFfCl.lDm./fieTAUKPAKTTCLlm.. 




BUT A MISTAKE THAT WAS 
ALSO TRAGIC- FOR THAT YtAR 

auo the fULiomHG years 

NO HIGHWAYS. SCHOOLS AND 
UOSPfTALS COULOBE BUHT 

UNTAINEO BY A BANK- 
RUPT CITY GOVTfRNMENT. 
THUS BEGAN THE FIRST OF 

' oisasters RESULT- 
ING FROM THE WISHES 
Of WALTER PRAOO-.. 



ANO AS FOR HIM. WELL.TUETRAMP- 
FARMER BECAME THE CULTURED. 
POISED MILLIONAIRE .THE SHIFT- 
LESS DERELICT BECAME THE 
DYNAMIC. CHARMING RtAYBOY- 
THE WORLD CARTWHEELED INTO 
WINE. WOMEN. AND SOttQ- 



PRAOO CHSAPPEAREO TO ANOTHER CTTf. 

HE RENTED A LUXURIOUS APARTMENT. 
HlREO UNDERLINGS. SET HIMSELF UP 
IN STYLE THEN. WHEN HIS FIRST 
ENTHUSIASM OVER HIS NEW WEALTH 

HAD WANED. HE SENT FORTHE GENIE... 




7 GRADUALLY. HE ROSE ON THE LADDER OF SUCCESS . 
THE SUICtOES ANO DESTROYED BUSINESSES INCREASEO, 
WORLO TRADK TOTTERED. FINANCIAL EMPIRES 
CRUMBLED'- ANO ALWAYS WALTER PRAOO CLIMBED 
HIOHER- URGED. EGGEO ON. PUSHED FORWARD 
etf THE EVIL OENIE.' 




NOW HE VMS THE FINANCIAL EMPEROR OF TUB 
WORLD. RUtING WITH AN IRON FIST. SPARING 
NONE- ANO ALWAYS THE POWER OF THE GENIE 
BEHIND HIM HELPED HIM CRUSH INNOCENT 
VICTIMS. LEERING. GIGATPNG OVER THff 
CATASTROPHIC OBSTRUCTION Ol= 
HUMAN LIVES.' 





ANO •OMfMMM IN TW MO*10 
THPRE IS A i A«[, 8lOOO-«K> 

«t/OV SHINING VWTH A NBW- 
FOUNO LIOifT-WArTINS FO* I 

A/£KT OWNER.' 

does it Mirr 

FOR VOW* 



THE AVENGING GRAVEDIGGER 



A slight precipitation from the heavily overcast 
ikiej fell lightly on the soft cemetery earth. The 
beautifully carved casket of one of the small town's 
leading citizens bad already been lowered into the 
yawning pit and as the few remaining relatives and 
friends who'd come to pay their last respects turned 
to leave, the bent, aged gravtdigger lifted his shovel 
to complete his task. Suddenly, one of the mourn- 
ers, tight-faced and grim, hesitated. • 

"Oh, Samuel," he barked in a crisp rasping voice. , 
"Hie old man looked up from bis work. 

"Squire Cowles," he spoke in recognition. "Yes, 
■ir. May I be of any service to you?" ' 

"Samuel," the Squire repeated, "I would appreci- 
ate it if you'd drop around to my office at your 
earliest convenience. Preferably as soon as you've 
finished your work. It involves a iruucr of deep 
concern to the both of us." ' 

Two hours later, the old gravtdigger, humble in 
pose, was ushered into Squire Co wles real estate 
office, the raindrops glistening on his clothing and 
some of the cemetery mud still clinging to his boots. 
In bis quick, clipped, rasping tones, the Squire got 
right down to business; explained that an extension 
on Samuel Zornich's mortgage was impossible. The 
weather-beaten old face grew sad as he heard the 
two alternatives. 

He would either have to pay up or get out.- 

"But I'm an old man," he pleaded, "and a grave- 
digger's pay is small. 1 can get the money but it 
will tike- time." 

"Time?" the Squire replied. "I can grant no more 
tin*." 

The words that passed between the two men soon 
became harsh and it wasn't long before Squire 
Cowles declared his prejudice toward the old man. 

"This beautiful haven would be.betfet off without 
the likes of you." His rasp rose to a shout. "What 
are you? A poor, filthy mass of decadent flesh. You 
degrade the very people you live among." 

Samuel Zornich shook with rage. The veins in his 
throat and forehead swelled as his boiling blood 
gave his face a crimson hue. "You devil!" be cried. 
'Would that the grave I dug today was for you. 
All you ever think of is your fat purse. I look for- 
ward in the day when I shall see you interred. And 
perhaps that day isn't far off." 

But they were meaningless words, Samuel thought, 
as he trudged toward home. Laura would be wait- 
ing- for him. Beautiful, delicate Laura. How he 
worshipped that daughter of bis. She was the very 



image of her beautiful mother, whose tender and 
loving care they'd' had to do without for these past 
. fifteen years. 

"But it's not as bad as all that," Laura insisted 
when he broke the news to her. "We can always 
find another place — and something we can afford 
much more easily." Laura just didn't understand. 
This little house was his dream world. He recalled 
the day he'd first carried Tiis bride over the thres- 
hold bin Laura wouldn't understand what that meant 
to him. Suddenly, she appeared before him, beau- 
tifully gowned, indicating by gesture that she sought 
his approval of her appearance. For an instant he 
smiled. And then Samuel Zornich's face took on a 
deep expression of anger. Gabe Ransom. She was 
going out with that fellow again that he didnt like. 

He refused to admit, to himself or anyone, that 
his hatred stemmed from the unconscious thought 
that someday this handsome youth would marry his 
Laura and he'd be left alone in the world with no 
one to care for him. 

The argument was short due to Gabe Ransom's 
arrival. His refusal to speak to Gabe, he felt, should 
have been indication enough that he desired him to 
leave Laura alone. But he soon put Gabe out of hia 
mind. There Vould be lime enough to attend to 
The matter at hand now, requiring 
i Squire Cowles, 

It was shortly past midnight when patrolman 
Hadley was making his round;, that he investigated 
a strange noise in the town cemetery. The sound 
was a strange one indeed for it was the sound of 
digging; and who else but a ghoul would be dig- 
ging in a cemetery at that hour on so dreary a night. 

His lantern soon revealed the heau) and shoulders 
of a man feverishly laboring in an almost completed 
grave. Attracted by the light, the gravedigger turned 
to fate him. 

"By the stars above," cried the man above, "and 
for what reason would yon be working at this un- 
godly hour? That looks like a fresh grave you're dig- 
ging." Samuel blinked at the rays of the lantern. 

"It is," he replied. "It's for . . . Squire Cowles!" 

"For . . . for the Squire?" Hadley's expression 
was one of **c. "Sure and 1 hadn't beard he died." 

Samuel stared at him expressionless, then rapond- 
ed, "He hasn't . . . yet!" And turning away ne con- 
tinued with his task. -The uniformed Hadley frown- 
ed curiously. He made a motion as if he intended 
to speak, but nothing came out. The entire affair 
seemed too macabre. Silently, he turned and left. 



It was over an hour liter thai Laura and Gabe, 
strolling homeward, were attracted by a crowd gath- 
ered at the entrance of the Squire's home. Their 
curiosity carried them into the midst of the buzzing 
citizens. A moment later, they sighted the familiar 
faoe of patrolman Hadley and questioned him as to 
the presence of the crowd. 

" Tis the Squire," Hadley reported mysteriously. 
"He's dead. Tripped on the cellar stairs in the dark, 
he did. And it's mighty strange, Miss Laura," lie 
added. " Twai just about anahour ago that I found - 
your father digging a fresh grave in the cemetery , . . 
and when I asked him about it, he said it was for 
the Squire. But the Squire was still alive, then!" 

Seated in his favorite rocker, his back towards the 
door, Samuel was barely outlined by the rays of a 
tingle kerosene lamp as Laura and Gab* entered. 
Without turning to face them, Samuel spoke in firm 
tones. . * 

"Mr. Ransom, you are, no doubt, aware of my 
feelings toward you. I'll thank you tifver to call on 
my daughter again." Gabe, constraining his angsr 
a* best he could, bounded forth to face the old man. 

"I don't know your reason for your dislike, Mr, , 
Zornich, but I feel it's necessary to inform you that 
Laura and I love each other." Samuel rose to face 
him, frowning. "Get out!" he cried. ."Get out of my 
house!" Gabe opened his mouth, to protest, but 
Laura quickly interjected. 

"Please, Gabe. You'd better leave now. Arguments 
are so silly and result only in hatred. Let Dad have 
his way. Just this once." Gabe's expression changed 
as he stared into Lama's face. Then, with a quick 
"Good night" he turned and left. 

Later, 'Laura questioned Samuel as to the grave- 
digging incident but his answer was only silence as 
he prepared for bed, The following morning a party 
of the police called on him, also curious about the 
preceding evening's affair in the cemetery. 

"I understand the Squire's death can be attributed 
to an accident," snapped Samuel. "Therefore, I've 
nothing to say. Good day, gentlemen." 

But the Chief of Police was not so easily dis- 
missed. As before, when Samuel couldn't have his 
way, a violent argument flared up. Threats by the 
chief and vilifications by Samuel were tossed about ' 
hotly. 

"You'd better leave," shouted the old man, "un- 
less you'd like me to dig a grave for you also!" . 

"Your curses don't impress me, Samuel," came 
the retort. "HI get "to the bottom 'of this business 
yet!" And he left. ^ 

Long after the door had shut, Samuel still stared 
at it. Not impressed, thought Samuel; well perhaps 
I can alter that. Pick and shovel in hand, he headed 
for the cemetery as Laura watched in terror. It was 
late afternoon that word spread around about the 



little town's police chief. A suicide, his body was 
found hanging from a rafter. 

Once, it could be a coincidence — but twice, never. 
No one dared .venture within sight ofiSamuel after 
that, lest they arouse has anger and suffer from the 
"gravedigger's curse." It was a week later that Gabe 
called again. 

"You know of my power," warned Samuel. 
"Would you have me dig your grave also?" 

"Do your worst. You have the rest of this super- 
stitious town bulldozed, but you won't keep Laura 
and me apart." Vengefully, Samuel reached again 
for his tools as they left. 

It was barely two hours later when Laura rushed 
in with swollen eyes and tear-stained cheeks and 
sobbed her horrible experience to Samuel. While 
buggy-riding with Gabe, their horse had suddenly 
bolted and started racing. In an attempt to control 
the horse, Gabe had lost his balance and died under 
the horse's hooves and the buggy's wheels. Suddenly, 
Laura was aware of Samuel's comforting arms about 
her. Hatefully, she tore herself loose. Following 
her to her room, Samuel watched in horror as she 
packed. 

"You and,your accursed grave digging,*" she sob- 
bed. "You're responsible for Gabe's death. I never 
'want to see you again!" 

"You— you-' re leaving me?" If came out in a 
whisper. "Oh, Laura, you- mustn't. You're all I have- 
in the world." But seeing his pleas falling 'on deaf 
ears, his tone changed. 

"I warn you, Laura ... if you walk out that 
door, I'll dig your grave." Finished with her pack- 
ing, she faced him for a moment. 

"I'd welcome it. At least I'd be with Gabe." And 
then she stormed out. 

Fuming with rage, Samuel again grasped his tools 
and stalked toward the cemetery. At the sight of 
him, people fan A gaping pit began to form as 
the shovelfuls of earth turned over. Soon, Samuel 
was up to his knees, then his hips, then his waist. 
But at shoulder depth, a strange thing happened. 

The earth, piled around the edges of the gaping 
pit began to fall back in as if some person or per- 
sons were ttying to hi! the hole again. His face 
contorted with curiosity, Samuel twisted himself to 
look up. Suddenly, his eyes widened in horror. There 
up over the edges of the pit were three sets of hands, 
emaciated and decaying, forcing the soft, moist dirt 
back -on top of him! 

-He opened his mouth to scream for help but the 
eirth rained down on him. Coughing and choking, 
he made « final effort to bouno from the pit, but 
the earth, pounding down, knockcirhim off his feet. 
Samuel's struggle* grew less and less and finally 
stopped. Buried alive by his own victims! 
THEEND 



WHY— IT*SASATTLB.VEST/A ]/ AYE/ AND IT'S 
BEAUTIFULLY ENGRAVED j--? YOURS— FREE/ 
COAT OFJRMOR/ ^r"^ / HEH.HEH/ YOUR 
' QUEST BEGINS/ 



And Krone jhe startled American could sat 

ANYTHING, THE WEIRD PROPRtETOR MAP DI3AFHAMO 

INTO SHOtnG VAPOR, SHOT AW ALL / 




r 1 WASN'T DREAMING, 
BECAUSE I STILL HAVE 
THIS VEST ' BUI 



SHROGGINS OFF wha t he coul D 

NOT EXPLAIN, TONY HURRIED HO* 

todressfor THEPARrr. AS he 
BUCKLED ON THE VEST IN HIS 
ROOM, THE SECOND OF THE 
MYSTERIOUS EVENTS OF THAT 
DAY, OCCURRED/ 




FOR THERE, STARING OUT AT HMf FROM 
THE MIRRflR, WAS THE EERIE FACE OF THE 
OLD man, TOBE REPLACED SECONDS lATBt 
BY A 6RIM-LO0XIN6 SCOTTISH WARRfC*. . ._ 



TONY M=ARDLE--YE MUST 
WEAR MY ARMOR WELL- 
WEAR IT WELL— - 




TONYFOUVHT THE SUDDEN WEAK 
HESS THAT HAD ENVELOPED HIM. THE 
ONL T REFLECTION IN THE MIRROR 
NOW WAS THAT OF HIS OWN FACE. 



f I SAW AMD HEARD TWO OiFFERENT 

'MEN— YET NOBODY'S IN THIS ROOM/ 

•HOSTS? NO— I DON'T BELIEVE 

IN THAT/ THEN WHAT 

WERE THEY? 




STILL TRYINS TOFINDSOME 
OCCURRENCES, THE YOUNG A 


EXPLANATION FDR THOSE STRANGE 
AN ARRIVED AT BLACKFORD CASTLE SOME \ 
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Y, YOU'RE HERtW^F^ > 


IlEIbh 


\ 






4 




SlI^ 










^nSB^ - 








> 


\tt' "^ 


ffiiroi 


■H^HE^HH-ZS 




THE OLD CARETAKER THEN TOLD 
TONY ABOUT BLACKFORD'S CRUEL- 
TY, HIS GREED— HO# HE ENSLAVED 

THE COUNTRYSIDE THROUGH 
KILLING-LOANS ON THEIR PROPER- 
TIES-HOW SHEILA WASFORCED 
TO PLAY UP TO HIM FOR PEAR HER 
FATHER WOULD SUPPER IP SHE 

■) NOT, THEN 



BLACKFORD, A HEAVY-SET GIANT 
OF A MAN, WAS DRESSED AS SATAN. 
THE COSTUME APTLY FITTED HIS 
PERSONALITY. THE SHOCK OF THAT 

OBVIOUSLY EVIL FACE AROUSED 
STRANGE ANGER IN TORY/ 



THE YOUNG MAN HURLED HIMSELF AT 
HIS STUNNED HOST, SWORD IN HAND, 
SI RANGE WORDS AND THOUGHTS 
FLOWING THROUGH HIS MIMO/ 




NOW THE VEST WAS GOADING HIM ON, MAKING HIM FINISH 
OFF HIS HELPLESS VICTIM. SOMEHOW, THE OTHERS PILED 
ON HIM AND DRAGGED HB* AWUY. . ■ 




TX3NT TRIED TO APOLOGIZE, OUT 
THE WORDS S TUOK IN HIS THROAT. 
SHEILA AND HER FA THER HELPED 

TO WEIR CARRIAGE, AW, 
MOMENTS LATER. . . 



TONYS VEST LAY ON THE FLOOR 
NEXT TO HIS COUCH. A PLEADING 
VOICE WAS SLOWLY FADING AWAY 
FROM HIS MIND. SUDDENLY CAME 
FULL CONSCIOUSNESS' 




AND THE MORNINGS WOULD BRING ONLY A VAGUE 
DISCOMFORT, ACCENTUATED BY THE STRENUOUS 
mW RESPONSIBILITIES OF HIS INHERITE D ESTATE. 
f ANGUS, WE'LL PLANT MOOT FORTY 
I SPROUTS HERE AND GRAFT ABOUT 
I TEN OVER THERE/ 




snum motto, FOR BLACK- 
FORD WHS NOT ONE TO MOVE 
tC •EASILY, EVEN THOUGH TONY 
HAD TftSO SEVERAL TIMES TO 
MAJTE ■CONCILIATORY ATTEMPTS, 
A TENSION WAS IN THE AIR, AND 
THE VILLAGERS FELT IT.BUT 
TONY DID NOT SEEM AKARE OF IT 
WftL, ONE RAINY DAY . 

I MIGHT AS WELL START 

[ LOOKING OVER THESE PAPERS. 

, WHAT'S THIS f 





NOW MADE CLAIM WSBlHVm'S 
ESTATES, AW tOLLEO ALL WHO SAW HIS INFAMY, 
Ml 0T LOW MD CRIED CUT FOR VtMBEAMCt 

mpvmmutB. i,m servant, fled here to 

W TNT*, THENCE TOMY WfAPONS SHOP TO 

jvriikmtmu com forme too/' 







THEN, AS TONY WAS tryino m 
EXPLAIN THE OCCVL T EVENTS 
TO A DISTRAUGHT &RL, A SHAD- 
OWY FIGURE EMERGED ONCE 
NORE FROM THE VEST. . . 



SPIRIT 
RETURNING 
FROM THE 
BEYOND TO 
DESTROY THE 
EVIL. 

OP HIS 
MURDERER/ 




LOSE WEIGHT 



© '"HI 



Sp^edum 



REDUCE 



Relaxing • Soothing 
Penetrating Massage 





I Can 



Make YOU a Mew Man, Too, In Only 15 Minutes a Day! 

-DEOPLE u 




